



The Tragedy of WTLmSi^*^ 

Nay, do not chinke I flatter, 

For whaif aduancetneni may l ho|>e from thee 
That teucnevvhaft but thy good lpii:it$' 

To fcedetlad cloSthe thee, ’why fh'ould the poore be flattred ? 

. No> l^t ^he candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the'prc^hant hinges of the knee 
, VVhere thrift may fofiow'fty.ning, dooft thdiiheare, 

^iitte my'deerc fohlc Wai liiiftris bfher choyce, 
Andcouldofmen diftiriguifli herelcflion ’ 

S hath foald thcefor herfclfe, for thou haft beene 
A s one in fu ffering all that fuffers nothing, 

Ann'art’chat Pbftunes buffo't?jndrewards“‘‘ 

Hafttaii^'with ecjtiairi^ft4ti*j*an^ bleft'afe thofo 
Whbfo bfoud and1udgdini^fli’hf^ib'-*WtH comeillcd, ' 

That they are hot a pipeTor Fortunes finger 
To found \yhatftoppefheiipIeafe:giue me that mail ' 

id Hftt- T wHf weitc4iim‘‘'o ‘‘ ' ' , 



lo ’A vr/: i: r!? -faU 


•no 1 ^v? 


ili.v 


Ai'l do‘1!'fi6h/ '^J’othethih^ ^ 

There Ua play tonighcbefbre^Rt'Xingi 

One fccne ofit comes nccre the circumftancc ; 

Which I hatltf fohi ‘tliee Fatl«fs'death/ ,, ^ 

T Ftcthee vvKdH tho'uTeelitfiaf afootfe^ ' *' ' 

Euen with the very' cdmtricift'df thy foule 
©bfertie my Vnclc, if his occul ted guilt ■ ' ' 

Doenotitfdfevnkbnhtllinottcfpecch, ' V 

Icisa datnhedGfioft thatweehiuefcehiei;‘-'\ '**^ *•' ''“'.‘V 
And my iningiriatibns ate asi fo'ulfe- '' ^ ^ ^ ‘"'^’‘11 

As'L’«/c<«»/ ftithy ; giuehimhccdfuirnbte ‘ * 

For I mine eyes will liuet to his face. 

And after wee will both our iudgetnents ioyhe ^ . , _ 

In cenfurcofhis feemiig/ b..r.cj bn/i 

. WeTPihy Lbrd; ( j' «» *«je;** 

Ifaftcale ought the whilft this play is' playing , 

Andfeapejdete€ttd;Tv(fill pay the theft.' ' ' J'. ' " . , 


Eftter trnmpeti^d’^d 

Poloni'iSf'^pyt^d^ ' ' h 1.. •' 

Want. They are comming to the play; I muft be Idid, 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Ham/et (STC 2227?) LONDON, l6 


How fares our coufin Hamlet ? 
ujrt. Excellent yfaith. 

AftheCamclion«dilh,leatethe ayre, 
n if, cram’d, you cannot feede Capons fo. 

X/*/ ^ nothing with this aundver Hamlet^ 

Tbefe words are not mine. _ . 

H<*w No,nor mine now my Lord, i 

’it »« » l>'“« p*" 

Bethc Players ready? . 

i5«/; I my Lord,thcy flay vpon yourpaaence. 

Ger ComchethermydcareH4w^r,fitbyme. 

Ham. No good mother hcere s mettle more atttaaiuc. - 

To/. 0 ,oh,doe you matke that. o!. , 

Lady lhall 1 lie in your lap? 

Opi&c. NorayLord. . . 

hU. Doe you thinkc I meant country matters? 

Opir. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

lUm. That’s a fairc thought to lye betweene maydes legs. 

Opi&c. WhatismyLord? 

Ham» Nothing* -i 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord, 

Hrfw. Whol^ 

Sam. C^^Vouronclyligge-maker.what fliould a man do but 
be merry, for lookc you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within’s two howres. 

Opilie. Nay,M8twicctwomonthsmyLord. , - . 

Ham, So long,nay then let the diuell wearc blacke,for lie haue a 
futc o'ffables;0 heaucns,die two months ago and not [orgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memory may outline ms litcnaite a 
ycarc, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or clfc inall 
not thinking on t with the Hobby-horfcwhofc Egu^ph ii>for 0> ot 
0,thchobby-horfe is forgot. 7^^ Enter 
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